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to 

THE SIGHT HONOURABLE 

Sfc. ifc* ifc. 
A LADY 

INFINITELY LESS DISTINGUISHED 
MY THE ADVjiNTAGES OF RANK AND FORTUNE^ 

THAN ILLUSTRIQUS 

SY^TlETUlf WHICH RSirSBR BEti A MODEL TO HSR ISX IN TBB 
CHARACTERS Of WIFE AVBT MOTHER { ' 

THIS PLAY, 

K 

EXHIBITING 

A LIVELY PICTURE 



COJ^JUGJL AND MATERJSTAL JFFECTfO^, 

IS DEDICATED, 

WITH PROFOUND RESPECT, 

BY HSR LADT8HIP*S 
MOST OBEDIEVT 

AKD MOST FAITHFUL SBRTAlTTi 

THE TRANSLATOR. 
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PREUMINARr OBSERVATIONS. 



Wben I first determined to submit the fol- 
lowing Piece to the public through the medium 
of the press, I had no intention either of an- 
aiotiiiciog the name of the author, or of acktiow- 
ledgidg niy own share in the performance. My 
motives i^ the meditated suppression of- these 
circutfifetatiees originated partly in the invec- 
tives of late years so lavishly bestowe<l upon- 
KoirzEBUE, because the principal interest, in one 
or two of the plays by which his talents as a 
driaiHatist are best known in this country, is ex- 
cited in favour of characters who ha.'V^ been 
guilty of deviations from the paths of virtue and ^ 
honour. This cha^geof painting vice in annabie 
colours, chiefl}'' founded on the piece* tfebvifr 
alliided to, aild * a:lso advanced Against th^- 
celebrated Robhers hy Schiller, has beeniex* 
tended to all the dramatic writers of thetr 
uatioii'; so thtrt it has become the fashion to con- 
demn the \vhoJe German school as vicious and 
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iinmoraL la this proceeding there is about a& 
much liberality, as if foreigners were to select 
certain indecent passages which occur in our 
own Sfaakspeare, or some of the loosest pro* 
ductions of Otway, or Congreve, and on their 
account to brand the drama of England with 
the characters of licentiousness and obscenity. 
It was my wish that the reader should peruse 
the Patriot Father without any prejudice of this 
sort upon his mind, and form his judgment of it 
from its independent, intrinsic merits. A second 
motive that seemed to render concealment 
desirable, arose from the circumstances under 
which my task was executed. Undertaken, as 
it was, for amusement, and performed in brief in- 
tervals snatched from unremitting and laborious 
literary avocations, mostly while seated at the 
break|Ssist or tea table, I am but too sensible of 
the imperfections of this translation, or rather 
adaptation — ^for I have not scrupled to omit, to 
add, or to alter,* wherever the original seemed 



* I have not been afraid to take the same liberty e?en with the 
title, which, io the original is : Die HussUen vor Naumburg — lite- 
rally, ^' The Hussites before Naumburg." 
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to 1)6 susceptible of improvement, or not eon* 
genial to English taste and feelings. For this 
reason I should rather have wished my share 
in the vrork to remain unknown. One con- 
sideration, however, was powerful enough to 
induce me to forego this intention of conceal- 
ment. I have seen how unmercifully this very 
KoTZEBUE has been plundered by persons who' 
have not hesitated to appropriate to themselves 
the credit to which he is entitled. I could men- 
tion a piece of his, produced two or three seasons 
ago, at onC) of our great national theatres, as 
avowedly the work of an English dramatist of 
some celebrity ; and I can assure Mr. Beazley 
that, notwithstanding the Disguises lately as- 
sumed by him at the English Opera House, the 
theft — for 1 cannot call it by any milder name — 
was but too apparent The conduct of these 
persons reminds me of the lines of the late 
Mr. Holcroft, in which he represents our im- 
mortal Shakspeare reclining in profound and 
peaceful slumber, 
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IV 

While all bis eWes and fairies round him play'd s 
Voltaire approached 9 straight fled the frolic liand. 
For Envy^s breath such sprites may not endure s 
He pilfered many a gem with trembling hand, 
Then stabbed the Bard to make the theft secure. 

Somewhat similar has been the treatment ex- 
perienced by KoTZEBUE. 

With such examples before my eyes, I was 
fearful lest, if my participation in this perform- 
ance should biecome known, my motives might 
be misconstrued, and I might be suspected, by 
persons to whom I am a stranger, of a design 
to defraud the original author of his due. To 
avoid so odious an imputation, and, ifpossible, 
to apply some corrective to the general notion 
of the immoral tendency of Kotzebue's plays, 
I cheerfully^ make the distinct avowal, that 
whatever of dramatic merit the Patriot Father 
shall be found to possess, belongs to him — ^but 
that I alone am responsible for the defects of 
style and language with which it may be 
disfigured. 

The event upon which the author has 
constructed his plot, is supposed to have 
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happened during those sanguinary hostilities 
"which succeeded the treacherous sacrifice of 
Huss, one of the earliest of the German Reform- 
ers ; whose countrymen, the Bohemians^ rose in 
arms to revenge his death, and laid waste^ 
without mercy the adjacent provinces. It is a 
singular fact, that the appearance of this play 
produced a warm discussion among the lite- 
rati of Germany, on the question, whether 
Nanmburg * had ever been really threatened 
by the Hussites and delivered by the expedient 
here described, according to the received tradi- 
tion, apparently confirmed by the customs 
practised at the festival called Kirschfest 
('Cherry-feast^ still held there annually; or 
whether the whole story was to be considered 
ai^ a fiction. In the investigation of this subject 
by Mr. C. P. Lepsius, in a small tract furnished 
me by the kindness of Mr.BoTTiGBR, of Dresden,, 
^a gentleman equally distinguished for his 
talents as an archaeologist and his patriotism a& 



>^. 



^ A town ia Saxony, included in the laic c^&sicns to Prussia 
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a Saxon>) that writer has brought forward strpjxg 
grounds jfor iucluiing to the latter ppinio^. 

Leaviug the ^national wiriters to settle tihti^ 
disputed point, I shall mer^l}r,subjoi]|;i'One or 
two historical illustration^ of that passage in the 
second Act, in which oae of the Senavtors^enuine' 
rates liqmd pitch said stones among j&ie meap^ 
of de^bnding the city sfgaiijist its . assailants., 
Before cannou came into general use^ it wiaf 
fiot Utncofnmon to resort to such i^^f^i})^u^. 
Wonn, a ,German writer, in Jus Mtslon/ jff 
Sagmy informs us, that in 4429, :^heii .tli|^ 
Hussites menaced Gorlit2, the most vj^orotu^ 
measures for defence were immediately ad^pte;^ 
^pd .ttiiat amon g other jprecautionjs, fifteen hrew-^ 
dug coppers w ere placed round the town .within 
the rapiparts^ calculated to hold eighty vS^oi^e 
lof melted pitch; for the purpose of being poured 
upon the enemy if they should attempt to ^Wflp 
the walls. 

Of the means of annoyance employed at the 
same period we find a curious elucidation in a 
cpntentporary historian of Bphemiaj pamed 
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^A.YEC&. In 1422, U^e ^^rong fqrtress qf 

^4]i9r64 to the Eijpperffi: Sigisf^iui J, was in- 

^T^(ed by (the iJussil^s, chi^y wkh ^ yiey ,tp 

p^^ip pps^ssipn of jtlje royal regalia d^osijte^ 

^^^^r-:f^:Pp^Q¥gipD to which, in the no^oqs of 

4|]^p»e tiifiep, almoiftt the vir;t|4e pf kgj^iqaj^cyjw^ 

^j^chedr ^*Tfie Buf grave of ILarlstein, how- 

/Bser," ^f^y^j^y^cjk, *^sec^et^y ^^pd exp^itio\iply 

^pO^oved Jfljie crown to ^the^^jayftfiftn fr^ 

towii .p£ Watt^artitz, ^r(1 .<?^ly ,aw^ted t^ip 

.J^tijjetfofce. TJhie l^tjt^ ppuSjUted Rf Si^poo 

^ffi^T-ra ^umber i^qprecedanf ed in that age-rr 

^^Ifijf^l^Oij^^ witb4l^i^^£Qui\b^avy.4;^nnon,^^ 

\^ ^inailpr.piecQS ^ftf *rtiypi;y. 'JTbe army en- 

.jf^Vfjy^ pa the :(pnrj)o^ding hills, and ppt only 

sk^t:,\ip .^ violet GRftfl^i^ade aga^ast the/pr^- 

r^^s^biut hjurjiediiato it jstones, putri4.c5?rrion^,anfl 

; b4:KQ^n ordure, . which w^as; brovig}i t from PJ^[f^g^e 

ip large b^arrels, aqd agajnst t^e^teaqhand 

noxious eflSuip^ p f \?^hich the jje^ieg^d . .|^ ad no 

other jpaeans of defending themselves than by 

the use of unslaked lime. Above 1800 barrels 
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of such filth, and more than 10,900 balls were 
thrown into the fortress. The besieged, on their 
par!, among other ptovocations, suspended a 
citizen of Prague, whom they had taken 
prisoner, by a cord from the principal tower, 
placed a long staff with a fox-tail fastened to it 
in his hand, and thus, to taunt the ehemy, gave 
liim the appearance of repelling their shot with 
a fly-flap. By their perseverance they at length 
exhausted the patience of the assailants, who 
retired without accomplishing their purpose/' 

Soliciting the reader's indulgence for this 
digression, I shall detain him no longer than to 
observe, that if this essay should be deemed too 
defective to deserve the public patronage, I shall 
be satisfied, if it facilitates to an abler hand tlie 
task of giving a suitable English dress to a 
piece, which seems to me, as well on^ account 
of the interest of the plot, as the admirable moral 
sentiments that it breathes, to be well worthy 
of an introduction to the British Stage. 

R S. 
Truro, Nov. 17/1818. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONJG. 



>- of Naumburg 



Frederic Wolf, an artisan^ 
The Burgomaster 
1st Senator 
2d Senator 
3d Senator 
Fielding 
Gate-keeper 
Door-keeper 
Strangers 

Procopius, General of the Hussites 
Herald 
1st Officer 
2d Officer 
8d Officer 
1st Hussite 
2d Hussite 

Bertha, wife of Wolf 
Women 

Reapers — Townspix>ple«^bildren-^Hus8ITES7 
&c. &c. 
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THE 



PATRIOT FATHER. 



ACT I. 

Scene L 



The Market-place of Naumburg. In the 
hack ground the Town-house with a flight of 
stq^ in front. Time^ sun-rise. 

* 

(Enter a company of reapers^ male andjemale^ 
tcith reaping'implementSy baskets of provisions^ 
SfC. who cross the Market-place in their way to 
work.) 

CHORUS OF REAPERS. 

The sprightly lark proclaims the day 
And calls us to the fields away, 
Where the balmy breath of mom 
Gently waves the bending conu 

Now with sickle and with scythe 

Haste away each reaper blithe : 

For our homes we feel no care^ 

r fathers % 
Hare we not left our < mothers > there ? 

V sisters 3 



g 

(Towards the md of the song Wotf enters. 
He receives and returns their friendly salutations; 
and listens to them with evident delis: ht. As 
they pass him in going, some of them shaM him 
heartily by the hand. The music gradually dies 
away.) 

Wolf, (alone.) 
Yes, I do love the sounds of artless jo jr^ 
PourM for the ample treasures Nature yiehl^, . 
When all the wide champaign a golden sea 
Of undulating cars, full-grain'd and low 
IVepiending tow'rd the teeming earth display ; 
And to the grateful songs of busy rea]»ers 
The glist'ning sickles arein concert plied. 
I love too this deep silence and repose, 
This solemn stillness which pervades the town, 
When nought is heard but the bhrill cricket's 

chirp, 
Or the dull distant step — when nought is seen, 
Save here and there the furrowM face of age, 
With spectacle^ on nose, from door or wuidow 
Advanced with aspect wise to note the weather ; 
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No playful children gambol iu tbe street. 
They too are gone to glean the straggling ear^. 
But when the welcome tones of vesper bell 
Summon at eve the sun-burnt reaper home 
From fields his toil hath barM — Ah ! then Hi^ 

sweet 
To hear the jocund train with hearts elate 
Strike up the harvest-spng — the brimming bowl 
They raise alternate to their thu-sty lips. 
And sportive mirth and glee reigu uncontroU'd. 

SCENfi !!• 

The outside of Wolf's Cottage. 

Wolf, (to Bertha mho meets him at the door). 
Stirring so soon ? — I left thee fast asleep. 

BERTHA. 

I had been here ere this — 'but as thou know*st, 
Gustavus, little rogue, waits for thy rising, 
Comes creeping to me, nestles iu my bosom„ 



And ivith his winning tricks beguiles the time, 
Till sleep again seals up his laughing eyes* 

Wolf. 
It is a glorious morning, and but now 
The jovial train of reapers pass'd our door, 
Singing, as they tripp'd merrily along, 
A sprightly tune. 

Bertha. 
O yes, I heard it alL 

Wolf. 
And well may they rejoice, hath not the 
Of a kind Providence again bestowed 
A rich revi^ard for all the farmer's toils ? — 
The golden sea as murmuring it vi^aves 
1' th' morning breeze — ah ! 'tis a sight indeed 
To make the heart glad ! 

Bertha. 
Mine would leap for joy, 
Had we but fields to reap the produce o£ 

Wolf. 
And so we have. Is not my shop my field, 
Where ev'ry day \ gather in fresh crops. 
Reckless alike of seasons, storms and weather 
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*Tis so indited my FrederiCi but shotild sickneM 
Agam 6'ertake thee^ and arrest thy labour— 

WOLP. 

W hy theik ftl^rftcboit H6av*ta would (ftv6 my 

V 

Bertha 
Benevoleht Qeighb6uM. 

BiBRTRA. 

But if, which God forbid^ I were to lose thee, 
What could I then do with eight starving 

« ^#k/ -'Wolf. ' 
Industrious habits and a name unstained ^ 

I leave my bojrs, ahd who posseses these 
In Naumburg need not starve* If God doth 

clothe 
The lily of the fi^ld and feed the sparrow. 
Surely my Bertha should not doubt his care% 

Bertha. 
Nor do I Frederic--still I canH but think, 
That the possession of a field or two 
Would give more cheery prospects. 



* 
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Wolf. 
So, because 
Nor lands nor well-stor'd bariois own me their 

master, 
Must I not bear a part i'th' general joy 
For this productive harvest? — Oh ! iny. Bertha 
Content's a precious jewel and I possess it- — . 
While bounteous Providence preserves thee 

to me 
And the dear pledges of our mutual love, 
While it grants health and strength, a cheer- 
ful mind, 
A heart attuned to others' joy and grief, "^ 
What need I more to be supremely happy ? 

Bertha. 
'Tis just thy way — whatever chance betide 
Thou mak'st a source of joy. 

Wolf. 
Ruffle not then 

That sweet content which never so o'erflow'd 
My grateful heart as at this very moment. 
When all conspires to wrap my soul in bliss — 
The fragrant and refreshing breeze of morn — 
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The reapers' jovial straias— my native town, 

la whose dear bosom cherished, me the hand 

Of pow'r hath ne'er defrauded of the earnings 

Of patient industry — my little cot 

And cheerful garden, where eight chubby boys 

Await their father to the gay repast-*- 

And to crown all, — that fairest gift of Ileav'n 

A wife, whose virtues and whose tenderness 

For fifteen years have been my daily solace! 

(clasping her m his aims.) 
Bertha, (wiping her eyes.) 
I know not how it is, but tears will ever 
Start in my eyes to see thee look so pleased, 
To hear thee talk so kindly — dearest Frederic ! 

Wolf. 
How well those tears become thee ! On the day 
Which gave thy virgin beauties to these arms 
Thou didst not look more lovely ! 
(He presses her to his bosom. The alarm-hell i$ 

suddenly heard.) 
Hal— What's that? 

Bertha. 

Th^ alarm-bell, as I live! ' *^' 
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Wolf, (looking rotm^J 
Soma fire, no doubt, 
b »,pn« h the town. 

Bertha, (lookii^ mmousij/ oAo¥i) 
I can see nothing of it. 

Wolf, (wolking awof/ to a Ktth Stance.) 
It is no common accident — else why 
So lovd ? — ^why 80 impetuous ? 

Bertha. 
Ah ! Frederic 
DonH leave me thus ! 

WOLP. 

Bertha, where are the children ? 

Bertma« 
They're safe within. 

Wow. 
Then go thou to tliem, d^nr. 
And send them quickly out to, play iW meadQWt 
While thou and I rim to assiitouc ucdlghbours. 

BiRTHA. 

Let me first look to ow owa<— 

Wpmp. 
We*?e not much 
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To lose — my tools are speedily remov'd. 

(Looking towards the hell-tower.) 
Ring on — ring on — as thou would'st wake the 

dead ! — 
And yet I see no fire. 

Bertha. 
What can this mean ? 

WOLP. 

Stop, here comes neighbour Field ing, pale and 

breathless. 
(Fielding enters and hastily crosses the stage.) 
"Why this alarm, good master Fielding, say ? 

Fielding, (out of breath) 
The foe — is at our gates ! 

Wolf. 
The foe?— What foe? 

Fielding. 
The Hussites, Wolf I (EortV.) 

WoLP. (much agitated) 
Pray Heav'n it be not so! 

Bertha, {in great alarm) 
Ah! God have mercy ! IfitbetheHossiteSit ' 
' Tis ove* with us ! 

G 
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Wolf, (assuming an air of composure.) 
Let us not give way, 
Dear Bertha, to unreasonable fears ! 
Fielding is credulous and I must confers 
The more I think, the more improbable 
The story seems to me. 

Scene III. 

The Marhet'place. 

(A troop of Reapers rush upon the stage. The 
terrified towns-people assembtefrom all quarters.") 

Reapers. 
Woe to us all! 

« 

Woup. 
What mean ye ? 

Beapeb. 
At our gates 
The Hussites are arriv'd. 

Wolf. 

/ 

How can this be? 

Is not our brave Elector with bis army 
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Posted at Leipzig, to obstrnct the march 
Of these marauders ? 

Reapek. 
Sha*nt we tfu«t our eyes ? 
The hilts are cover'd with their arm'd battalions^ 
And flight alone can save us from their ven- 
geance ! 
(The Burgomaster enters^ attended by several of 

the Senators.) 

Burgomaster. 

Whither away, my friends ? what means this 

tumult, 
This strange confusion P— Am I yet in Naum- 

burg? 
Are these my fellow tovrasmen, who were wont 
To meet all dangers cool and unappall'd ? 

Reapers. 
The Hussites ! Sir! the Hussites! 

Burgomaster. 
Let your fears 

Not gain th' ascewdantof your better judgment: 
Ye know that the Elector hath assembled 
A gallant army on the plains of Leipzig, 
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Five thousand horse and thrice five thousand 

foot; 
That Margrave Frederic of Brandenburg, 
Duke William too and Magdeburg's archbishop 
Have joined him with their troops — what then 

have we 
To fear with such a force ? 

Keax'EB. 

Alas ! these eyes 
Have seen - 

Burgomaster. 
What have they seen ? 

Reaper. 
The standards of the Hussites on the hills, 
Their glitt'ring helmets and a forest wide 
Of lances — 

Burgomaster. 
But, friend, why may'nt these be Saxons? 
Perhaps th' Elector? If it should be so, 
What shame it were to Naumburg to be found 
So pusillanimous. Then courage, townsmen! 
I've sent out messengers to learn the truth 
Of this aflfair— till their return be tranquil. 




Reapers. 
(^Re-enter some of the Reapers with ttvoSlran«ers) 
Your honour would not credit our report. 
Now hear the testimony of these men. 

BUBGOMASTEB. 

Whence come ye, frieuds? 

Stranger. 
From Gleiiia near to Zeitz, 

Burgomaster. 
What know ye? — speak! 

Sthancek. 
T!i' Elector is defeated, and his army 
Dispers'd in fiiglit. Like to tlie ocean waves, 
Tlie Hussite force, fuU sixty thousand strong, 
Pour'd o'er the mountains — villages laid waste 
And smoking hamlets mark'd its dread career. 
■At length at Altenburg the Saxons met 
Th'invadingfoe, hut there, oerwheliu'dhy num- 

"bers, 
The hioody field their carcases hestrew'd. 
The fury of the victors knew no bounds: 
The barns stor'd with the produce of theyear. 
The mansioas, cottages aud b» 
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Alike were wrapp'd in all-devouring flames, 
Nor sex, nor age, nor rank the bell-hounds 

sparM. 
Such were the scenes that track'd their pro* 

gres8 hither, 
And now the storm is gathered o'er your heada. 
These eyes beheld promiscuous ruin burst 
Over our churches, farms and peaceful cots, 
Our innocent infants bleed beneath the knife 
Of sacrilegious butchers — and ourselves 
Have scarce escap'd with lifie to bring the tidings. 

The People^ 
Woe to us I woe ! 

Burgomaster. 
S^me on these cries ! Straight send the wo- 
men hoiae ! 
1 would consult with men 1 « • 

(TX^ sound of a distant trumpei is heard,) 
What can that mean ? 

First Senator^ 
Be noC afraidy the gate» are aU secured I 

BlTRGOMASTER* 

Bestorew me, friend \ thou might'st wdUk spat^ 



■^ i^uch comfort : 



is 

'Tis conscieDce that makes cowarda — la it gates 
Or walls of adatuatit cau give the sense 
Of safety to the villain? — while the man, 
Whose heart attests his duty well perforin'd. 
Fears but his God and knows no fear hesides, 

Gatekf-epeh (enters.) 
A herald at the gate demands adinittance. 

Bdhgomastek. 
Conduct hiin hither. Fellow citizens, 
Listen with calmness to this messenger; 
Let not unmanly terrors or defiance 
Be printed on your brows: tranquil and grave 
And silent as your walls attend his errand. 
And let your maspstrates — if need be— answer. 

The Herald (enters.) 
Be welcome here — if thon'rt a messenger 
Of peace, we hid thee welcome. 

HEB&Uk. 

Not peace but curses have I to denounce 
Asaiust your city — men of Nauniburg hear! 
Procopius, the Bohejuian prince, my master. 

Cine iuforms you nby Almighty 



Thia day. pours out its chastisements upon you ; 
Collect ye then around me, list and tremble. 

Burgomaster. 
We tremble not, ev'n 'fore his pow*r whi^ 

made us, 
For he is merciful-^ but, to thy business. 

Herald. 
YeVe heard how late there liv'd at I^rague 

a mai}, 
Nam'd Huss, endued with wisdom to detect 
The craft of Romish priests, and separate 
Their idle legends from the word divine, 
Which fearlessly he taught — The Roman pontiff 
For this declar'd him excommunicate. 
The Fathers of the Church, at Constance met, 
Summoa'd him thither to defend his doctrine, 
Before their council — cheerful he obey*d 
Nor aught solicited but a safe-conduct 
From Emperor Sigismund-— 

(raising kis voice.) 

Now mark me well^ 
¥e men of Naumburg i Emperor Sigismund 
Gave such safe-conduct to the pious Huss — 
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To Constance he repaired, but in despite 
Of the imperial pledge, loaded with chains, 
Consigned to loathsome dungeons long lie lan- 
guished. 
Till at the stake at last his righteous spirit 
The martyr yielded up.— — ^We, his disciples, 
Hare sworn us to avenge our master's murder 
With fire and swdrd — such is the vow weV6 
ta'en. ' 

Know too, ye men of Naumburg that yout 
bishop 
'Mongst the most furious of those foes was found 
Whose vofce at Constance gave him to the 

flames. 
Woe, then, upon your town and threefold wo6 
Upon yourselves !— ^for thus the great l^rocopiusi 
Our gen'ral,saith: "Thou,Naumburg,for the sake 
Of this participation of thy prelate, 
Shalt from the earth be swept and not one stoD^^ 
Be left upon another ; that the spot 
Where dwelt the sanguinary mitred liigof 
May be marked only by the rank luxiin»S 
Of nettles, thorns and briars. Yet' iGufihisr ) 

i> 
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Whatever lives or breathes within these walli. 
Or male, or female, age and infancy, 
The sword of vengeance shall exterminate. 
This very day the sun shall set in blood." 
I've done — prepare to die. 

BUBGOMASTEB. 

Herald, thou seest 

How on the faces of my towns-men round thee 

Pale horror sits, while shudd'ring at a deed 

In which they l*ad no part: but me that deaths 

So awfully denounc'd, surprizes not — 

We have been long faraiUar— therefore I 

First find my speech to answer. Say is't just 

That the son suffer for the parent's ^ilt r 

What crime have we committed ? Full ten years 

The bishop's body moulders in the tomb. 

Herald. 
As, then, we cannot call him to a reck'ninj, 
We wreak our hate on you. 

Burgomaster. 
On harmless citizens, 

Who^ ears the name of Huss hath scarcely 
reach'd ? 



Who, (hough adhering to our fathers' creeds 
Condemn no doctrine, persecute no faith, 
Desiring but that [leace we leave to otiiers ? 

Herald. 
All fiirther words were vain. Our gen'ral's 

sentence 
IireTOcable cries — Death and Destmctioii ! 

BUKGOMASTEB. 

Well it beseems the brave to practice mercy. 
To spare a peaceful people, who with joy 
Will from the produce of their fields and Bocki 
Amply supply your camp. 
Herald. 
All that we need 
Our Bwords procure. 

BUBGOHASTER. 

The treasiH-es of our chiirehe9> 
Whate'er of gcdd or silver our poor town 
Contains, shall be delivered faitlifully. 
Myself will give th.'exampl&. 

(Drawing a ringJronthi$Jmger} 
Take this jewel — 
It is of value — hut to me most deac 



I . 



SO 

As the memorial of a pareofsjoye. - 
Take it ia pledge of our sincerity. 

(Several qf the women^hi^tify taff^ ^{fi^ 
necklaces and other trinkets.) 

One of the Women^ ■ u'liri \'.: 
Accept the willipg sacrifice we off(^p\., , 

*Tis vain — ^'tis blood we a@k« ' 

BuaGQMASTE^. (qftfir, some pause) .i '; . ^/ 
At least, permit ; ^ ,, ;. :.;j;,,^ 

One of our number to attead ypu b9cki< < * i'^'.^' 
To the Bohemian camp : perchaaicf» ^1m B^F'^ 
May touch your leader*s begart 

Herald. 
I'll be no hindrance 

• « « 

Should one be found so, bold.: 
Myself will go. , . : , . 

Consider well, old m^^Tyr ' 

JBliUK^pMA^TER* 

* • ■ 

Myself! 
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I will not a^lawer for yaur^afetjr, 

Your blood might ^pii? tlje first. .. * 

BuEGOMA8T£R. 

Let it ! 

Wolf (admnoing.) . :i 

No, never 

Shall such a precious life incur the risk! • ' 
If one the first in dignity of mind^ 
As first in office, leave the cijty now» 
The comofon weal mishit siug^r. God be prais'd, 
There*s not a man of ^ai^oabHrg but with jpy 
Would in his stead accept' the glorious mission ! 
And as kind fortune wili'd that I the first 
Shoulfl rsosie i^y vqip^ to me bdk>pg9 thd 

J'Utothacapjpj; 

BETOiii^. (^i^.jgr€a< ag*t<a^iiolt)' 
W«lf, art thiMu, pa%4 ? - j 

Ceasie, ,||efthft| ;. , . 

Wordppfi4 giii5,^s>^e^ipresetttii^ ■;»/, 
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Urges me to the trial. Gifted only 
With Nature*s simple eloquence, yet oft 
Hare my words fallen with persuasive force ; 
Trust therefore to — 

Bertha, (with horror) 
Bethink thee of thy wife ! 

Wolf. 
I must not now. 

Herald. 
The fool ! he will repent it I 

Bertha, (mih increasing anguish) 
Think of thy chUdren, Wolf! 

Wolf*. 
And do I not? 

What heritage more precious can a ikther 
Bequeath his children than the fame of virtue ^ 
Gold is soon spent — ^it passes to the stranger-^ 
A father's virtue is to them an heir-loom — 
A spark that in the bosoms of their offspring ' 
Kindles the genial glow of generous pride. 
Which o'er all sordid passions lifts fhem high^. 
And stimulates to deeds of deathless glory. 
Then let me go-^o second lucky chance * 
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Might give me such a fortuDe for my sons. 

Burgomaster. 
Tour nohle actions, fellow-citizens. 
Have ever heen my pride — therefore with joy 
I heard the offer of our worthy townsman. 
Go! patriot, go ! and may th'Almighty*s blessing 
Attend thy steps and speed thy safe return ! 

Herald. 
Hell ne*er return ! 

Bertha, (twinging her hands) 
Eight otphans, Wolf! eight orphans ! 

Wolf, (pointing to the Burgomaster) 
Here is their father, Bertha. — Should my death 
Arert destruction from my native town. 
Then are they no more^Wolf 's but Naumburg's 

children«-- 
Or should my life be sacrificed in vain, 
I shall at least be spar'd the bloody scene 
The setting sun shall witness. 

(To the Herald.) 
Come, Vm ready. 

Bertha. 
Hast thou no farewel for a tender wife ? 
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Farewel ! be firm and weep not — now thou seett 
How high I'd sodp, drA'w me not down again! 

■ Bertha. 
No bkfdsidg for thy b<>ys,before thou leay'at them, 
Pefhaps^ for *ver? ' 

Wolf. 
'Cease, Bertha, cease 

Thus to unman me — deeds no! words bring 
blessing. 
(He walks Aa^Hhf awpy with the Herald.) 
fiERTHA. (running after him.) 
Stay, husbaiid, slay. 

Burgomaster, (after an interval of silence.) 
Ye stand aghast, my friends, your bosoms heavfe 
With sighs of mute despair but half repress'd. 
Shake this despondence off!^ — consider well. 
That nothing can avert the threateA'd ruin 
But fortitude and courage !— ^above all, 
Humble yourselves devoutly *fdre that Being, 
Who for long ages hath been gracious to yoii. 
Without whose leave no ^nibated atom 
Nor ev'n the meanest flbv^'r sinks into dust/ 
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(To tlie Senators.) 
Let us now proceed 
Whither our duty calls us, to concert 
What at our haiids Hie public weal requires. 

(JVhile the Senators, ivitht/ie Burgomaster at 
their heart, slowly ascend the steps be/ore l/te 
Town-Iiouse, the people Jali upon their knees.) 

*' CHOROi. 

Jehovah ! at whose nod 
Obedient lightnings lu the ski^s return ; 
Wlio, whe.i IhP ivotUI of waters bursts its bouuds, 
Seiidest thy stoims lo cliecL iti wasteful cnurse ; 
In our distress, O hear our fcnenl pray'r, 
Abaiidoa not thy peo^ile to despdir ! 



ACT n. 

SCZNB I. 

(The Council-chamber in the Town-Jiall : in 
the middle of it a table at which the Burii'n- 
master and Saiatars are seated; bejore tne ta- 
ble a bar to exclude the pitpulace. The first 
Senator stands before a« open window uat of •>■ 
whkk he is inteulii/ iookag.^ 
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First Senator. 
Heavens I what a concourse at St. James's Gate 
Of anxious burghers pouring from their homes ' 
And ev ry moment how the crowd augments ! 
The street is fill'd with one vast moving mass- 
if ow they begin like ocean waves to roll 
Back towVd the market-place — Ha! is not that 
Our Wolf, who •mid the thickest of the throngs 
Bends hitherward his steps? — It is! — ^^tis he! 
But what a settled gloom upon his brow. 
As silently advancing 'mong his neighbours. 
He points significantly to our hall ! 
He comes! — he comes ! — but ah! the citizens. 
Wringing their hands, iuteipret but too plainly 
The meaning of his silence. 

(He returns to his seat at table.) 
Bertha, (rushing hastily into the hall.) 
He lives ! he is retum'd ! 

Burgomaster. 
What tidings brings he r 

Bertha. 
What care I, so I know my husband lives 1 
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BuRCOMAirrEii. 
Woman, tetire. Know too, this solemn place 
l6 to the public weal devote. No ear 
Thou here canst find for private joy and grief. 
(Bertha timidly retires. The people enter 
mnd advance f disregarding the har. At length 
Wolf appears.) 

The People. 
He*s come, but he says nothing ! 

Burgomaster. 
Back, my friends^ 
Nor violate our ancient regulations ; 
In time of trouble, as in days of peace. 
The law must exercise its wholesome rule* 
(The citizens respectfully retire beyond the bar.) 
Let Wolf alone advance. 

( Wolf comes forward.) 
Say, what have vre to hope ? 

Wolf, {in a low tone.) 
Were it not well these witnesses retired? 

Burgomaster. 
Come what come will, together we'll endure it f 
The foi^st, where the huge oak's brawny arms 
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Defend its weaker neighbours, better braves 

The tempest's fury than the single pine 

That crowns the mountain's crest. ConceaU 

ment now 
Availeth nought — speak, Wolf, without reserve ! 

WOLF^ 

Know then, most honoured Sirs, that with the 

herald 
Scarce had I scaled the heights, when suddenly 
The Hussite camp appeared stretched out 

before me. 
Like fretful waves impatient of restraint. 
Their dusky legions gird the mountain's base; 
But their chief force upon the southern hill 
Is posted — and ten thousand busy hands 
Labour with works of art to fortify 
The steep ascent, already strong by nature. 
There a white tent, crown'd with a blood-red 

dome, 
Rears high its haughty head above the rest ; 
O er it the standard of the ruthless foe — 
A golden goblet in an argent field — 
Flouts the air proudly. The Bohemian general 
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Here keeps his martjal state. Through the 

long files 
Of taunting guards, all men of hideous aspect. 
With cheeks embrown'd, and grisly, matted 

beards, 
Distain d by blood and dust, was. I conducted 
Into their leader's presence. - 
He sat surrounded by his officers. 
While the grim executioner behind him 
Brandish'd the gleaming axe as I approached. 
^' Why, wretch fool-hardy " — thus began Pro^ 

^ . copius, 
*' What urges thee first of thy race to brave 
Thejaws of death r " — Nothing dismayed, I said, 
^* We're both alike it'h' hand of the sameGod, 
Be he the judge between a lowly man, 
Impeird by something here 

(laying his hand on his heart.) 

t' incur such risk, 
And thee, the mighty ruler of this host. 

Burgomaster. 
How stomach *d he that answer? 
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Wolf; 
Long he eyed me 

With look inquisitive from head to foot ; 
At last he sternly cried : " Stranger, proceed ! *' 
O'eijoy'd t' obtain a hearing I obeyed ; 
Spoke of our Bishop, who, a foreigner. 
Had not imbibM his persecuting spirit 
Within our walls, and whom eternal justice 
Had long since summoned to a strict account 
For his misdeeds. 

Next I adverted to our peaceful town, 
Show'd how, contented with the humble fare^ 
Of honest industry, we take no heed 
Of what befals beyond our native hills ; 
Dwelt on our poverty, yet represented 
How cheerfully our little all we*d give 
To ransom our bare lives. — " I love thy blunts 



ness, " 



Replied Procopius, '^ in such wise as this 
None ever yet had courage to address me, 
Thou'rt safe — ^stay here— hence thou at night 

may'st view 
The curling flames enwrap your guilty town. '* 



^ ^ ..^. . ■♦■».. 



ai 

^*Nay, general," so T answer*d, " if thy heart 
Remain obdurate still, the only boon 
I faia would beg is — death— in mercy grant it! 
Then my closed eyes shall not behold the 

struggles 
Of my expiring infants, nor my ears 
Be harrow'd with the death-groans of their 

mother." 
'^Avaunt ! he cried, flushed with infuriate rage, 
^Begone, presumptuous fool! return and tell 
Thy dastard townsmen that in vain they strive 
To wheedle me .... Ere yet the sun shall sink 
Behind yon hills, our fierce revenge we'll glut : 
The crackling flames shall dye the vault of 

Heav'n, 
And not a wretch of your perfidious crew 
Shall greet the moniing's dawn. As for thyself^ 
Stir not again beyond the city walls. 
Or ling'ring torments, pangs yet undevised 
By cruelty ingenious, here await thee ! " 

Seiz'd, rudely dragg'd away, thrust from the 

camp. 
My homeward steps the soldiers' taunts pursued* 
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Bttrgomasteh. 
Thou ha^ redeem'd thy word — Accept our 

thanks. 
Good citizens retire, that we once more 
In quiet may consult — but for the worst 
Be ye pr^par'd, and make your peace witji 

heav*n ; 
Resign yourselves to its severe behests> 
Nor think ye of resistance. 

First Senator. 
Heavn and hell! 

What ? on our bosoms shall we fold our hands^ 
And gape for miracles ? — No — no — to arms ! 

• ■ 

Now ev'ry hope is vanished show ye're men ! 
The resolution of despair gives strength 
And oft works prodigies. Let us not heed 
The coward counsd doting age suggests. 
Whose snows each spark of courage have 

' extinguished. 
Haste to the ramparts, then, brave men of 

Naumburg, 
Prepare for battle not for paltry plunder, • 
> 9D]s for our homes and families we fight ! 
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That I'ow'r who nei-v'tl a stripling's arm aod 

heart 
To meet a giant's force still lives. Though 

fiends 
Num'rous as Ocean sands beset yoii round. 
His hand can hurl destruction on their ranks 
And blast their purposes. Away! Away I 
Quick, carry fuel to the city walls. 
Prepare your cauldrons, and of liquid pitch 
Pour fiery torrents on th' audaciou!<foe ; 
And let your wives and children straight collect 
Large store of stones to launch upon their 

heads. 
Snatch up what arms ye find-clubs — battle-axes. 
Nay let the pitch-fork, sickle, flail, and scyihe 
Be in your vigorous hands death-dealing tool« 1 
Now to the ramparts! — Should your spirits flag, 
Think that your fathers, mothers, children, 

wifes. 
Your sweethearts, home and country, life itself) 
Are the dear stake ye fight tor I 

All THE People, (i-ushii^ out.) 
To arms ! to arms ! to arms I 



84 

(Wolf follows in silence^ but stops when he hm9 
passed the bar ; one n^ment apparently sharing" 
the general enthusiasm^ and the next absorbed m 
profound thought.) 

BiTRGOMASTmi. (after a pause.) 
What boots it that with unsubstantial hopes 
We now delude the people! — O'er our heads 
Heavy and black Heaven's awful judgments 

gather ; 
And from the murky bosom of the cloud. 
That lowers big with death, too soon will burgt 
The fatal bolt to crush us ! 
' Several Senators. 

Alas I alas t 'tis true ! 

Burgomaster. 
The people have retir'd, and now I dare 
Acknowledge the despondence which pervades^^ 
My inmo^ soul. Bow'd with the weight of 

years, 

^^ » 

Bereft — so Fate decreed — of wife and children^ 

I lave my towns-folk as my family: 

In their prosperity my happiness 

Is centered— and the last remains of strength 
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IVe cheerfully exerted in the ojQice 

Which by their partial gift I hold— Yet now 

These aged eyes, alas ! are doom'd to witness 

The ruin of the fabric rear'd of yore 

By our forefathers, which through various 

chances 
Hath flourish'd still, and which I fondly hop'd 
Might pass uninjur'd to posterity. 
Q happy they who in the quiet grave 
Sleep the sound sleep of death ! — they have 

been spared 
This hard probation ; while in anger Heav'n 
Prolongs my wretched life I 

First Senator. 
O chicken-hearted counsellors ! if we 
Give up ourselves to the impetuous stream^ 
As did our timid neighbours, we perforce 
Must be like them engulph'iL Who boldly 

buffets 
The stormy surge retains some chance of life. 
The worm is trampled on — not so the beo, 
The strongest shun its little venomM shaft ; 
And thus the firmness of tlr infirm themselves 
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. Oft gains respect from might. Take courage, 

then, 
We've solid walls, abroad deep ditch^ stjong 

tow'rs 
And an Almighty shield ! 

Burgomaster, 
Hath he wrought wonders 
To save our neighbours? Are w^ more^de« 
serving? 

First Senator. 
Their want of spirit was the pregnant cause 
Of their perdition, 

BuRQOMASTflR. 

Fool-hardy daring is not cours^ge, Sir; 

None but a maniac with his fists would strive 

To quell the ftiry of the hurricane, 

Four thousand men at arms our town contains-— 

, > . . . 

No more — now say hovv we with these cao 

guard 
Til' extensive circuit of our walls and tOwVsa 
And duly man the various weaker points, 
Full forty thousand 'gainst us are encamp'd 
Upon the hills, with engines well provided 
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To force a ready entrance. — For relief "" 
That well ye know 'twere folly to expect,- '* 
Th' Elector beaten and his force dispersed. 
Himself shut up in Leipzig with the relics ! 
What can we hope then from resistance ?-^H€ 
Who sendeth fearful storms to fertilize 
The droughty earth, and by bis lightning! 

gives 
To the dull air new elasticity 
He — ^he alone, can change our foes* intent 

Second Senator. 
Too true ! indeed ! too true ! ^ . . 

FIR8T SENATQIt. 

Would you then have us, , 
Patient as lambs, present our naked throats. 
And lick the hand that wields the murd'rooi 
blade? 

Burgomaster. 
On us it is incumbent 
As fathers of the city tO protect 
The precious charge committed to our care. 
At ev'ry cost and ev'n of life itself 
If then poor Naumburg's final hour be come^ 
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Duty CO tnmands that to the fatal axe 

We first resign our necks. Let us go forth 

Clad iii oujT robes of office. I will lead you. 

Our supplications shall obtain our peace, 

Oj these gray locks be crimsoa'd with my blood. 

First Senator. 
Nowspeak'stthou like a man— we'll follow thee,' 
(Wolf meanwhile whispers to the door^keeperj 

Door-Kebper^ 
Worsbipfiil gentfemen, our townsman, Wolf, 
Desires once more admission to your presence. 
Having some weighty matter to propose. 

Burgomaster. 
Give him admittance. 

WOLP. 

IFbi^Te me, Sirs, if a plain man presume 

In this extremity his mite to offer ; 

Good counsel may spring from the humblest 

source ; 
A rugged shell ofit holds the fairest peari ; 
And "vi^in gold in common sand lies hid. 

Burgomaster. 
Whatdiast&ou topr^pojie? 
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Wolf, 
In this necessity 'twere fit we risk 
What's dearest to us for the public weal. 

First Senator* 

Our lives I 

Wolf. 
No — what is dearer far — our childreo. 

BuEGOMASt£R« 

Explain thy meaning. 

Wolf, 
Ye would go forth yourselves — a resolutioii 
Which well befits the fathers of the state : 
But ah ! bethink you, when the shepherd's gone. 
The flock is I^t^I^nceless-^whilst your blood 
Would only quench our lai»t £aint spark of hope. 
The citizens, disheartenM by your loss. 
Would not know how to act or whom t**obey : 
•Twerenot judicious then t^ leave *he town. 

BiTltaOMAITfiR. 

Say what is Hky advice ?— The Idiiie is precioiw. 
Let uscallect ^upp €liS4kiM,4}oys and giribi 
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From five to fourteen years of age> and send 

theni 
Clad in white garments to the Hussite campr 
Let them march two and two, the youngest first. 
Surround the gen*rars tent, (which easily 
May be distinguish'd by the floating standard) 
Fall on their knees and raise their folded hands^. 
Cry — Mercy ! mercy ! nor desist till they 
Have won that boon from the relenting foe* 

Burgomaster. 
How if his thirst of blood demand their slaugh^ 

ter? 

Wolf. 
Why, let them render up their guiltless lives 
To him who gave them !— but woe to the 

Hussites ! 
Then will the father feel a lion's rage/ 
Then ev'ry mother will become a tigress; 
Together we will leave the dreary town, 
Which childish prattle ceases to enliven^ 
And seek the spot dyed with our infants' gore- 
There each will rise a liero—nay a god—* 
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And in eadi motli^s hand the petoafiil ntp^ 

hook 
Gleam an arenging aword ! 

Sbcond Sbnatoe. 
Againat a hoat likeaand upon the ahom 
The conflict would be Tain« 

Wolf. 
Ev^n were k ao^ heieft of that which gifea 
Its higheat aeat to life, how could we wiah 
Still topreaerve it ? 

BVBGOMASTOU 

Methinka he hath advised ua wdL 

Fiaat SsKAtoft. 

Ican*t qipi0?e hia counadl. 

SfiCOmi SEtATMU 

Ouf chief anpiOTea it— buthe haa no childimt 

To him it ia an easy aacrifice; 

Two darling boya like mine would work aoBM 

change 
In hia c^iinion. 

Ihafebul onachild^ 
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, t •** 

The comfort of my life. 

* r 

I've three, and yet ..»oii « 

Each is as dear as thotig»k>1he OiilJr«'b1».i'»> «"^-''» ' 

Forgive a siiiileihat^iidtbe><f«[)^di^d-u-''<"^'^<^ 

Who is the richest here8»wholclaiij^!ike4ife>,''' '-^^^ 

Summon eight hearty beys Ground his board ? 

And yet^4)eSie.Te flQe.iif di)e»fliB^)eplsk^ '^^'^'-^ **^- ' 

Out of thfe eight 'vitecejd; oiyltabl^ vkcati*-^- ^^-^ ■ '"' ' ^ 

Hfid I' one portion less to deal, i thotlglr^Hil* <*^ 

With toil severe, myjwelbkntwm gaiety 

Were fled — for e^er fled I True,- i ai& Jikppy/^ * '^ 

And as the richest parent iff yotJftt Ifc wn , 

Have I not cause to be? when eight-fold joy "* '*^* "^ 

Beams from the bloomin^ifec^ ?o#iiby'trtBp!ing^. ' * 

(He steps tB:ihefdoor^ 
Ho I Mtbpr. Qhildr^ Ir^Sibs,- iwitb ydi**^cl(l"^** 
leave! -j,n:..u: •; '•! - • t ' ^v"i o7 

fHfs eight bit^^ fentettmd^mimmniihm) ' ^ ^ * 
See, he«« they are I Upon their glowitig' cheeks 
Rude health is pictured. Judge ye foir ^Wr- "* * 

• selves ,^^■.♦•'f.V:^ -' i'-^'-f^t 
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Howhappj^imcb^a sight must; make « fether! ' 
Their hearts are souii4 io4* Gome now, tell me, 

WhiQ]ii^,qj[;{FOv,lov^.fn6rbest? ... ..: .^ 
I am the richest — yes, 'fore God ! — the^ inchest ! 
3tiU I sf^jr .:-~r-!l^ake tkelft f 'tis the State demandiSi 
The padnfql gift-T^I»ketbaiil aye take my all I 

Seconq Sena^Bt > {Rmng) ^ 
Igi^e my cbUdx^A^.r s j . ?; ^ . 

-^ ,.. ifmsT SfiMATOB. (Min$igX 
111 not ^) . worse thau.,Wpl^.t my boyi 
shall go». 

Tump Senator. {Rishig) : . : 
Sa.diall my three. 

Fourth Senator. (All rising) 
^Tis fitting our example 
Dispose our fellow-townsmen. 

Burgomaster. 
O noble Wolf, receive our grateful thanks : 



if, in this dire neceMnty, thy counwl 
Procure relief, expect a rich reward. 

Wolf. 
If ye're deliverMi and if these reCrani 
Unhurt, what greater, sweetar recompence 
Can I desire? The very tbonglrt is bliss^ 
To which all earthly riches are but trarii; 
And when anticipation ha|h such joys» 
What must be tl^ose, if Providence should pro^ 

per 
Our enterprize, that will be his who planned HI 

{Exitwith tkeehOdtm.)- 

BU|HHI1IA8TER« 

Well may a state exult whose ranks contain ^ 
Such patriot citisens t and we, 'fore HeaT*n I 
May deem us hi^py ruling such a town. 
Colleagues, let us away, if not to share 
The glory of the actr ^leasl tiiecare f 
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ACT III. 

ScmB L 

The Marka Place. 

(CawmigoHi 4^k$r hau$Bf and hoking €amKmtfy 

mrmmd.) 
MMhought I heard the Maud of lameDtatioii 
From distant female ToioeB, iatermix'd 
With harsher tones of men — Again alFs still I 
How ev'ry noise alarms me t If a door 
But shuts or window rattles, how I starts 
4s though the final, dreadful hour wwe comef 

• _ 

IVederic, where art thou ? — Here am I alone— 
Our neighbours* houses empty — not a soul. 
Not one is Mt — itus*d nottobethusi 
None but the happy oug^t to flee mankind. 
For solitude is lilce the night, whose shades 
Give double brilliance to the friendly stars, 
But double horrors to the lightning's glare. 

Woy' enters. 
4rt come at last, my husband ? Oh remove 
The load of anxious care that racks my heart I 
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Courage, dear Bertba*;GDurage! 







;. =i:*:v*^ 



• v.V 
1 heard confused murmurs — tell me, Wolf, 

What they denote r 

A patriot citizen 

* 

Proposed a last iex^dienti 






Say, what was it ? 






. . J.. '^-.H : vi^, •*,,'.: jitl f / 



As it were vairitrfhoiie relief from force, 
The man advis'd that we should try th* effect 
Of feeble innocence, and isenH the children - 

Children !— what children ? \'* «•»»/! 

•1 • •' ^ WoLlt'. 



All of proper age 
Belonging * to our town ' 



I , . . • : • 



it; 
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Bertha. (^FFt<A' incrmseA atdrm) 
And ours too? 



CeiPtaiiily : when otliers give 
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Their bosoms' darlin^^,j99iild ours be refus'd? 
AH, sayst thou ? . .. i • 

Yes, all ofa ce^ain ,5ige. .... ' . 

' " , . Be!st«a.- 
Sure I've nusund^r^tqod !-r-^puld ye send out . 
Our children to the Hu^siteS;? . . , 

.»•.. 7»: j^ii :.•; .;..*.■ . ^T» '''^ !...,- • 

WOJL^,.,; 

Even 80. ^.,,,-.. >.. .- . :^- •• " -^^ : ••- ' 

Bertha. (Jn extreme agitation.) 

Send them to certain death?* 

• ■ ■ . « ■ 

Wolf. [ r ■ ■. . ': ■ W 

Forbid it Heav'n ! . . / ^ 

'Tis hop'd their artless innocence will touch 

The barbarous invaders.; ..i^ i » ..- : • : > ^ " * ' 

Bertha. (^4^^)a{pai{5e) 
A proposal ! _.i->*>.' -v :;^»n ?;?! 

Saidst thou notso? .. , ^ ;.■ ' J>»jt* 

Woi^.,./,' 
I did. .■jr;:UM;t' 

Indeed a shr^^^JJ, ,..| jy^ -.i-i'^u.^:* ♦>»» tifiii iB 



.- \ 
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Wolf. 

how it f^lads ine> Bertha, that so noM j 
Thou keep's t the public interest in view | 

Bebsvul 
Why should 1 not ? though much I a|q[>febeiid 
Few of our burghers would — indeed the noise 

1 heard but now suffices to conyince me 

The well-meant plan has been njected by tliem. 

Wolf. 
O no ! they hasten, on the cimtnury. 
To execute it. 

Bbrtha, 
What! already! 

WotP. 
zes • ' 
Our state admits not of defaiy. 

Bebtha 
The Burgomasta^— 

m 

Doth he af^rove it ? 

Wolf, 
C»tainly. 

He has bo children—bwt the amtMt f 
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Wolf. 
Theirs are all going. 

Bebtha. 
Are they so indeed ? 
And how b^dve the motfaera ? what aaj they ? 

Wolf. 
Hear and take comfort in thine own distress 
From the keen pangs that rack their tender 

breasts. 
No sooner was th' approval of the senate 
Made public, tlian, with consternation fiU'd, 
Our matrons throng'd the street3:'some on their 

knees 
Embrac'd their infants with conTulsive throes- 
Some sought their little ones lost io the crowd — 
Some wearied hcav'n with agonizing pray'ra — 
WUle some scream'd forth the curses of de* 

spair. 
To Tain their husbands by caresses strOve 
To pacify their rage. The meekest now 
Became a fury. Breaking from the arms 
Of spouses, fathers, brothers, quick they hi^ 
To seek the magistrates. In vain their chief 
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Essay'd t' appease them : reckless of his o£G[ce, 
His worth and revVend age, they fell upon hiirij 
And would have torn him piece-meal, had not 

we, 
After fierce conflict, freed him firoiii their ^pe. 
The fitful fever of despair being past 

■ • 

Nature resum'd her rights — from ev'ry eye 
A torrent burst — as when a sulphurous cloiid-^ 
Its fiery freight disgorgM — refreshing showers 
Sheds o'er the parched plains. Mild Reksofii 

poiu**d 
Her soothing balm upon their wounded hearta. 
And bade them hope. Submissive to our fate. 
With silent tears, they lead their children hoEoiev 
To speed them for the camp. 

Bertha. 
(who has listened to Ms nairdtii)e with thi fHiifii 

painful sympathy.) 
So soon ? to-day ? ' 

Wolf. 
Anon the drum will summon them to^^th^ 
Here in the market-place. — Soon^^ I y^eeoip 
Their mothers had to stern necessity ' 
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ResignM themselTes, Had but lujr dearest love. 

My noble, patriot wife. hi;h-tiiiiuied Perti^, 

Appeared among them as a blight exemplar; 

Foroflthe tranquil ^atiiess of one spirit 

Can awe the jarring passions into peace. 

Bbrtha. 

Seek'st tbon with empty praise to tranquillize 

This bursting heart P No more oo*t if thou 

loT*st me I 

I'm D^th^ man nor angel, but>— a mother I 

I too can only execrate the fiend, 

"Who this infernal project hath devis'd. 

He is no father— no — a father's joys 

He never knew — nor in his arms hath press'd 

A loving wife — nor dandled on his knee 

A darling babe ! — name me the monster, Wol^ 

That I may curse him t 

WoiF. 
Behold him — here 1 

Bertha, (yecailing with horror) 

Thou,WoIfl 

Wolf. 

Yes, I. 




/, 
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Bertha^ - 

Thou-;/a/A^f^-4hou ? 

Wolf. 
Condemn n,e not my Wei 
In such a crisis, when our very lives 
Are not our own, tell me, can there be aaght 
Too precious for a citizen to venture ? 
Or doth not duty bid him risk his all ? 

BerI'HA, 
The cilizeny I grant thee — ^but the fathef^ t 

Wolf. 
He sends his children thither where alone 
Deliv'rance can be sought — 

Bertha. 
Into the talons 
Of rav*nous vultures ! 

Wolf. 
And where Hope suggests 
That their defenceless innocence and pray'rs 
May ope the savage warriors' steeled hearts. 

Bertha. 
But the effect had surely been the same 
Here in the midst of us I 
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Wolf. 
A tear may quench a spark» but not e:stinguish 
The raging flame, Wheu resting from the tur- 
moil 
Of arms, the soldier melts at the distress 
Of helpless infancy — but in th* assault 
Urg'd by resistance, to revenge provoked 
By thickening dangers, he forgets the man. 
And cleaves, transfixes, dashes out the brains 
Of little wretches shrieking for his mercy. 

Bertha. 
I must believe 'tis right-^a woman's duty— 
So we are taught, at least — is to submit. 
I'll strive then to admire what wrings my hearty 
Send out the children ! I'm content ! — Yet all — 
Must all go ? 

WOLP. 

Who can arrogate the right 
To make exceptions ? 

Bertha. 
Who reserves but one 

In eighty may still, methinks, with justice boast 
A sacrifice sufficient to his country. 



'*rt 
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.Qutlefittthw his, who» havuig op|]r,<^» 
Qivcsvptfaa one. 

Bertha 
Drive ooye xiQt >vith thy chilliDg arguments 
To d€ speratioD, Wolf I Havie I eight tim^s 
Eijdur*|d a Q;iother's pangs to die cUone 1 
Who.i^m will close these tear-exhauste4 .< 
\yho 4jrop the dew of sorrow pn my gi aye ? 
Oh! l;)urstmy heart (mce, and then 'tis o'^r ! 
My heart, to which maternal lo?e is needful. 
As isXhe air thou breathest to thy life. 
In meroy^ Q my husban4 1 leave me a«^0— 
Of^ of aa^y boys, tUnherit ^i^diyided 
That ietidfirQess which all of ^thc^inli.ave^shiur'd.t 

Wolf. 
Bertha 1 

BjERTHA. 

One out of eight will not be mi$Sid ! 
Ill hide him — never fear I 

Wolf. 
C9f4^^!?6^u but s^e 
The dagger^.^feich tbPU.pljW3i»^Qst jin flay brgs^st f 
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BeAtha. 
Will it not be a solace to thine age, 
When this unnatural fev'rish force hath left 

thee, 
To be a fathfefr still — ^to see thy bot, 
Preserved by my tears — smile in thy face ? 
Oh I thien thoti'h; thank me with thy warmest 

love. 
For all the pains thife day inflicted by me (fdtling 

on her knees) 
ThouUt not deny me !— ^ne is all 1 ask ! 
{Overccfme 'with the vidlende of her emotions, s^ 

sinks upon the Stage) 

Wolf. 
Bertha ! — my deareiSt Bertha ! — ^be it so ! 

(ite raises her) 

Bertha, (arderitly embracing him) 
Oh thanks, thankfe, thanks, fdr one chjMd's'life 

at least 
Begg'd of his father I 

Wolf, (feigning consents 
Let us now consider 
With which of them we can the be eft dispense^ 
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And which we shall vctaui. 

Bertha, {anxiously) 

Yes, what think j ou ? 

Wolf. 

Let Ccnrnd go, tho quiet simple Conrad ! 

Bertha. 

Have we not so iniicii greater cause to love him ? 

Wolf. 

Joseph shall go then, he was always sullen. 

Bertha, 

He sulIcD ! then your harshness made him so : 

He ne'er was disohedient to his mother* 

Wolf. 

Frederic, whose whining hath so oft annoy'd us! 

Bertha, 

That delicate boy yet needs a mother's care. 

Wolf. 

William is wild ; we can spare him. 

Bertha. 
Oh husband! 

Was he not like a lamb when you lay ill 

And prayijng every hour for his poor father r 
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Wolf. . . . i. 

Gustavus then — 

Bertha. 
Rather kill me at once 
Than take my darling boy, who ev'ry iright 
Slumbers upon my breast I / f; .. t 

(A pause. Bertha wHngs her hands ; and th/en 
stands motionless absorbed in thought.},^ .::.'■. 

Wolf (aside) 
How can I torture her with farther questions 1 
She feels herself how hard it is to chuse I 
Each child, when danger threatens, is the 
dearest. 

(To Bertha.} ^ : i/ 

Bethink thee, Bertha, and decide— meanwliik. 
I will prepare the children. . , - /, 

(He enters the iho^se.) ;,. \ 

BERtHA (after a pauses) • ^ a : 

Is that the nian, whose heart for fifteeii.ye^lf.j.. 
Responsive beat to mine? — to whom I loT-'d ^' 
To tell my inmost thoughts, to ope my soul. 
To which his own in sympathy attun'd 
Harmoniously would vibrate ? Ah ! alas^! 
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What unknown borrors now estrange me troTm 

him! 
That marble heart no prayers^ no tears caa 

move! 
flow he tore from me! ilis afiectionnow 
Partakes not as it us'd in all my griefs. 
Alone I stand — all other feelings here 
Are silenc'd in this one — I am a mother 1 
What is] the State to me? what all the world i 
1 live but in my children 1 

Can a father 
Aught of those thousand nameless cares con- 
ceive 
Which rack a mother's bosom ? For his nature 
Hot joys are too refined. What can he know 
Of that extatic transport which she feels, 
When first his eager lips her babe applies 
To press the willing nipple ? — what of that. 
When from his ruby gum the budding toothy 
Dearer to her tljan pearl or orient gem, 
First greets her anxious eye?— or of her bliss 
When from his tongue the first articulate sounii 
Salutes her charmed 6ar ? 



I ^ir 
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Man's nigged breast 
To such ^idearing saitiments is shut ; 
Stern, patriotic virtue holds their place; 
And thus he can demand of me a choice 
Which cracks my heart-strings ! No, it cannot 

bel 
Compar'd with such a trial death were mercy I 
{She is abovi to eater the house. Wolf n^eets 
her at the door and clasps her in his arms) 

Wolf. 
I heard thee, Bertha, and by heaven I swear 
Thou dost me wrong !— ^my heart iy not less 

scathed 
Than is thme own. 

Bertha. 
And I — I must confess, 

Tliy words na longer strike those sweet accords 
Which they were wont, within this tortuc'd 

breast. 
Accurs'd misgiving !-~were it possible^ 
That from this fond^ fond heart, my love ta thee^ 
The father of my children, I must tear. 
Then were my cup of mis'ry full indeed I 
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(She sinks from his amis upon a bench be/ore 

the house) . ^ 
The Burgomaster' enters. 

Burgomaster. 

The' J)ublic* quiet is Te^or'd, and now » . • - 

Our matrons bow them to the rigid law 

Of dire necessity-— ^eep sobs albne ; 

From forth the open doorsassail the ear : 

Each hi imagination hears the signal, . 

To them more awful than the last dread trump. 

Bertha (tauntingly in a low tone) 
Ba^t^hef^ he comes, Naumburg^s chief magis- ' 

trate, 
So chosen by the citizens, who bop'd ' 
Protection from his wisdom — that he's wise 
Who can deny, when to prolong the date 
Of his brief winter day, he coolly gives 
The Ternal years of infants ?• • • • Gold he never 
Extorted from us — ^no — he is content 
With scores of children's lives, that He may die 
In quiet in his bed — ^the childless churl I 

Wolf* 
Cease, Bertha, cease I . 



BuRGOMASr£E. 

Nay let her vent her griefs. 

It is the comiBon lot of those who tule» 

That on their shouldera atiU is laid the charge 

Of all the ills that e'er befal the State. 

If Fate*s stera mandates they cannot control ; 

If ihe wing'd lightnings by a magic word 

They cannot charm ; if unkind seasons blast 

The farmers' hopes; if *neath the boiling waves 

Rich fleets are whelmed — what boots it that 

• their toils. 
Or prudent counsels may have sav'd the land 
From. Anarchy*d fell gripe and foiled rebellion-^ 
Tis all forgot — straight on theirluckless heads 
Light the deep curses, of their thoughtless 
people* . ! 

Wolf. 
Posterity at least will render justice, 
And pay the debt of gratitude denied 
Qy their untbaokful fathers. 
' *' Burgomaster. 

One doubt alone disturbs me : it is this. 
Whether the little opes will find their way. : . 
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To the Bohemian chieftaia^s tent. 

Wolf. 
ini lead them ! 

Bertha, (with horror) 
What sayst thou, Wolf ? 

Burgomaster. 
A cruel death awaits 

If thither thou retum'st— what could'st thoijit 
then? 

Wolf, 
Share death or mercy with the infont troop. 
Burgomaster, (grasping Wolfs kasidj 
Well, be th' event committed to his hands 
Who governs all things 1 

Bertha. 
So then at last thy deep design is out 
Boast of thy courage, while thy coward soul 
Broods o'er the plan to pluck from death iti 

sting 
For thine own person I — For the lone despair 
Of her whose fate is bound to thine thou reck'st 

not. 
Thou with th' unconscious, victims wilt go fortH^ 
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And in the worst event fall with thy boys. 
While to the dreary walls I pour my woes, 
And ev'ry racking moment of suspense 
Endure the horrors of a thousand deaths ! 

Magnanimous indeed I 
To shift thy portion of the cruel load 
On woman's feebler frame ! Oh I it is plain, 
Thoa know'st but how to die — ^not how to 

suffer! 
This time thou shalt not triumph — I will go ! 
ril lead the infant troop, and though, like thee, 
I have no subtle speeches, no smooth words, 
Yiet there is eloquence in woman's tears. 
WoiiF. (in extreme agony) 

« 

HeaT*n grant the issue 
Prove as successful as the trial's hard I 

Burgomaster. 
Cheer up, good Bertha, infant innocence 
The savage warriors' rage will sure disarm ; 
For Nature hath on helpless loveliness '■ 
Gonferr'd a spell more potent than their 
swords. 



\- '. 
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Bertha. . . \t 

Can there be mercy in the rav'ning tiger, 
To whom the bloody banquet gives freshgust . > - 
For human carnage i -^(distractedly) Ha I isee 

there !-*-the monsters ! 
See, how they whet their swords !. . Now, nowV 

they seize 
The struggling victims by their isilken locks. ! - 
And now they drag them with exulting yells ! 
'Tis my Gustavuisi !• • bold I. • ye demons. ; hold I 
(As the last word dies away on her lips, she sinks 
senseless into the arms cf Wolf ^ who places her 
vpon the . ground^ reclining against the bench*- 
Meanwhile the drum begins^^to beat. Weeping 
mothers arrive/rom all sides, some leading thein 
infants by the hand, others carrying them in their 
arms. Their appearance rouses Wolf, who, with 
his eyes fixed on his. wife, has been J^therta 
plunged in a profound, reverie. He opens the^ 
door of his house and calls out his eight chiidretL 
He makes them kneel around their insensible 
mother, whose drooping hand he places upon the 
head of the youngest. Be stands for a few 
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moments in the attitude of prayer. The motAers, 
in variotis groups, take leave of their children, 
embrace them for the last time, and with averted 
faces motion them to go. The children assemble 
in tJie back-ground on the steps of the Town^ 
Hou^e. — The Burgomaster ivaves his luind and 

the drum ceases he goes up to the children, and 

attempts to speak but is prevented by the violence of 
his emotion. A pause succeeds, in which nothing 
is heard but the sobs of the distracted mothers. 

Burgomaster. 
Go, and may all good augels beyour safegu^r(J ! 
(He gives the signal for departure, Wof heads 
the procession, tvhich begins to move.) 

CHORUS. 

Your fathers* trembling lips th.'ir bfessinji^s pnur. 
Your mothers' t(*ars att^ind yuu oa y-.m. Wr y. 
Your couutry*8 fattf in this dt<'isiv<* hour 
Is liuk'd to yours— »I{eav*n grant thi* itst vn%.j 
lMi>y mAX the stubborn hearts ol'^i u> •bUf>'» u cf. 
And turn our diro alarms to sweet repose i 
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ACT IV. 



Scene' I. 

The camp of the Hussites on the hills before 
Naumbnrg. In the middle of the stage appears 
the tent ofProcopius. In the fore-ground^ on the 
left, three of his ojfficers are reclining upon the 
turf and drinking together. On the right a 
sentinel walks to and fro. In the back-ground 
others of the Hussites are seen formi?ig various 
groups. 



, A Sdldiet* sings. 

« 

' When Ihe red falchions clash 

In comhat dife \ 
^ In the fir'd conycnls* crash 

When DUDS expire ; 
When childless mothers* groans 

In ev'ry street, 
And infants' dying ^noans 

Make iiiiisic sweet; 

» . . . ♦. 

CHORUS. 



In the hloodj affray thea join all ye hrave bands, 
Let revenge slecl your hearts, let revenge nerre jour 
hands ! 



*•• 



SeiOnd Soldier Hfig^. 

8car*d from the couch of death 

By Horror*! traio* 
When the lick yield their breath 

OopUef of slain: 
When tender > iigint raise 

Shrieks of despair* 
And age in Tain essaya 

To ponr the pray'n 

CHOIUJS. 

In the bloody^ affray then join all je brare bands, 
Iict re?enge steel your hearta , let reyenge nerte your 
hands 1 

PtKST OfIICKR. 

Hold, my fine fellowd hold, yonr sodg'd too 

tender, 
I can't endure sach melting melodies. 

Second Officer. 
Well said f when bloated priests broil in th^* 

flames. 
Or chfldren's skulls against the bloody pave* 

ment 
Are dash'd, then other tofieil statute the ear. 

First Officer. 
The sun is high — why loll we here mactive ^ 
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Our this day's task we might ere now have 

done. 
Why give this respite ^o the Papist dogs ? 

Third Officer. 
For their last prayV. 

Second Officer. 
A needless favour, faith ! 
They must be damn'd at last, 

FiR^T Officer. 
Plenty of work . 

Is yet left for our arms here in Thuringia, 
Ere we can boast us in our native land, 
That Huss's death has fully been revengM^ 

Sentinel. 
Look yonder! 

Se(:ond Officer. 
Whatis't? 

Sentinel^ 
The valley's all in motion ! 

JFiRST Officer. 
Tlje mice would scarcely venture from their 

hole. 
While the cat sits before it. 



69 

{They rise y go towards the senlinel and look 

down the hill) 

Second OyrioER. 
By all the devils I 
Whs^t can it be? 

FmsT Officer. 
The yalley sure enough is all alive 
Just like an ant-hilL There is somethiQg too 
That dazzles as the sun from snow reflected. 

Third Officer. ^ 

I.I . ■ '• 

*Tis not the glare of arms though. 

Second Officer. . >• 

Wait a ipopoLent, j; 

Till they have passed jon rock,^ round which the 

path^ 
Winds iipwar4 • then we shall discern (Uem 
. better. 

First Officer. 
IjOok where they come ! 

Second Officer, 
Is't magic, comrade h 
Or what seest thou ? / 
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Fifts* Chi^ltcEit. 
Why, unless Satan place 
Unreal visions fore mine eyes, they're children. 

Second Officer. 
So, as 1 lire, they are ! 

And many yiet so small, as if buf! Ubi^ 
Hwpi^ twtiBt their nurses' laps; 

Tflito OiTFrCER. 
The steep hill tires them/ 

Second OmcfiR* 
See ! the larger lend 
Their hands to help the little ureftto^bi. 

First OFFicttf. 
Aye, come ; ye here shall find a restihg^lace. 
And T^e^wSrkibdllf ea^e yom of tlie t(;>il' 

« 

Of going back. 

There seems to be amonjg thcfin 
One single mani 

Second O^Etcfti. 
The same, if right I ken. 
Who on that bootless errand came this morning. 
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First Offic£«. 
This time he will receive the due reward 
Of his audacity. 

SixoND Officer. 
But see, how brisk 

The little wretches towVd us still advances 
As though the most convenient plac^ they 

thought 
To find here for their sports ! 

Third Officcib. 
TTis droll, indeed ! 

Fi£ST Officeb. 
What can this mean ? 

Second Officii 
I will acquaint the general. 

First Officer. 
Procopius hath to-day received good tidings 
From far Bohemia, from his wife and chiMfCKt,^ 
And in his gaiety an extra cup 
He draok— which l^fitb o*er|H)wer'd bim,, and 

he takes 
A^bxief repose. 




SilCoND Office^. 
ril wakehiiri. 

( To the soldiers many of whom hai)e ihidcesHvely 
. gathered round the oncers) 
\ Ye, meanwhile 

t^'irmly present your spears and keep them 
back, 
1 Till by our genVal shall the word be giv'li 

For slaughter^ 

FtRH't OrricM^ 
Soldiers, do what he commands ! 
(He places himself at their head, and they occw* 
py with presented spears the whole side *an 
which the childrefi are ascending.^ 
Still they come nearer, and but little seetti 
To care about our spears. Ho 1 hoa I back 

there! 
Pall back, ye little wretches ! — are ye blind ? 
Will ye run on the pikes ? Back I back, I say I 
(The children advance in a line along the 
whole side of the stage, with folded hands, and 

i 

their eyes fixed on the Hussites, regardless of ike 
spears of the latter. Step by step as they come 
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forward^ the Hussites involuntarily retire to the 

opposite side) 

It is most strange 1 sure we must be bewitched ! 
Shame on you ! keep your ground ! 

(The Hussites recede to the other side of the 
sfqge^ and are at le^th obliged to raise the points 
of their spears to avoid wounding the children.}. 
What poMr'r unseen deprives my arm of strength 1 
What numbing chillness courses through my 

reins I 
What spell enchains us I This must be enchant- 
ment 1 

Children, (quickly forming a circle round the 
tent of ^ProcopiuSf where they fall upon their 
knees) 
Mercy! mercy! mercy! 

(Wolf stands aside, in the front of the stage^ 
in the attitude of prayer^^Procopius^ with 
hunied step, comes out of his tent. His face 
glows with rage. The children lift up their 
clasped hands to him. He stops astonished at 
the sight of them) 

Mercy ! — What may this mean ? Ha I whose 
presumption 
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Dares tamper \^itfa me thus? 

{To the children) 
Rii^IRisel I order you. 

(He matches ftp the two children nMrent te 
him with violence by their arms^ And angtUy 
mdvances. The children attempt to cling" Hb&itt 
him, but he spum3 thenijrom him.} 
Nay, nay, begone ! . * 

Twine yourselves not around ttie, little snakes. 

Who hath contrived this ? 

-• .... 

(jHe discovers Wolf) 
Thou here again, - 

Audacious man ! spite of my prohibitioii ? . 
Wot,F (toith profound humility) • 

As deputy of Naumburg, thou forbad'st me 
T'appear agaia before thee, not as father. 

Procopius. 
Who taught theie, iiisoTent, thus to interpilet 
F* My words? 

i Wolf, 

^' My conftdence i'th' magnanimit jr 

Of a brave prince. 
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Procopius. 
Thofu but doceiv^st thyself. 
And giv'st these io&iits to the fatal axe. 

Woup. 
The lordly lion slays no puny foe, . 
He seeks but victims worthy of his strength. 

PjftOCOPIUS. 

Think ye, with flattery, with children's tears, 
To cozen men ? O most courageous people J 

Wolf. 
As for my courage — put it to the test* 

Procopius. 
How, if I take thee, .braggart, at thy word t 

Only spare Naumburg, and dispose of me> 
Even as thou wilt t 

PiioaoPius. 
Say then, which are thy diildren ; 
Their blood alone shall quench my hot revenge^ 

Wolf. ( horror-struck j after some pause) 
If thou wilt spare the rest — why — be it so ! 

Procopius. 
Their forfeit lives shall pay your cityVransoUt 
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Wolf, (shuddering) 
O Heaven I I bow me to thy dread decree 1 

Procopius. 
Where are the wretches^ that my sword may 

speed 
Its destin'd task ? 

Wolf. 
First swear by Huss's blood 
That Naumburg shall be safe. i 

Procopius. 
Well, by the blood 
Of martyr'd Huss.I swear it! 

Wolf. 
Thou wilt grant > . 
One favour moi^e-^let me die with my cbildlireii! 

Procopius. 
No, thou shalt live^-^thou shalt but see them 
sufier, ^^ii?: 

WOLP. 

Thou keepst thy, word, when tortures undevised 
Thou didst denounce. 

Procopius. 
What! tby heart fails thee, dastard f 
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WoLFi 

Hath not a ^her*s eyes bbtray*d his laibbs? 
And must he lead them to the block himself? 
Nature, thou art too strong I • • . • indeed I can- 
not! 

Procopius. 
Demand'st thou oaths for make-games? 

Wolf* 
Who plays the cmerst ganke here/ thou or I? 

Procopius. 
Driv*ler^ dar-st thou remonstrate ? 

Wolf. 
Alas I iTvhom shall we deem magnanimous, 
If conquerors want that virtue ? Yet bethink thee, 
That thou, like us, mayst once have need of 

mercy 
That while thy victor sword thou here imbruest 
In harmless infants' gore, thy foes perchance . 
May overrun thine own Bohemia's plains. 
And prowl, like famished wolves, in seardt 6i 

prey, 
Ev'n to thy palace, where thy helpless bab^ 
As these, may lift theiir little kaa^s 1)^ 
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But lifl in vain. Witib Saxon trophies rich 
When home thou hiest^ crowa'd with Irinm* 

And fiAd'at. the bloQdy witness o^tby Iom 
Within thy desolate walls — then, prince, thou'lt 

feel 
Some partiQu of the paqgs thou noir infiicteal; 

P^Qcop^Js. 
Pr0$mnptn<H]s ! dieil (drawmg hi$ S94;Qrd njnm 

Wolf) 
Wolf's Cuildrjsn . (all ^'ttsiing/rfmn imOHg' ftfiir 

companions and surrounding him) 
Oh! fatbearl -father ! father I 

(Procopius stands pnotUmles^) 
WojLF. '(cfa^ng^l^s , chUdre^.in his arm^s in Wfi 

group^ 
They b^ve betray'd themselves {-^thofi koow^st 

them.no w! 
Not pne.reina^'d behind! . • 
A fatii^er'^ Ufe was d^arer than their own : 
Now kill my boys, if thou'st theheait to do*t, 

Pbocopius {furiously) 
Pie^J[it|]e yi(r^tc|ies! . {JSe seizes^ one of the chii- 



79 

dreUf and hokinff Jdin in the fiu^i^\ ^MimUj 
stmts hakk iH wild astanishmenti'^ He sto^ 
to examine his features more closely} 
How jeem'at thdu hiiber/ Fer d; , . « 

•.!',; ..,.': :*.i \ . {aside) • : .'^ ■• ••; h • 
O no! I no, > 116^ it cannot be my .Eerdioand ! 
And yet so like him ! 

Chiio). 
Oi how rU love fliee. 
If f^pn'k Mt idU my Either ! 

i^*(nving:his €(rms round thtneckofPn^ 
tepiM and kissing him) 

On£0F the YOimaSR GuiLDRENi 

And so will L 

. ANcyrHER. 
And I too. ■ ^ '• 

Mfvi ' Tint. ELDfiST. 

O, dailotliiui: myfepther! 
If foronr4kakei»thon*rtnot diispois^d ixym^af^ 
Didst thou but know how our^0or mKHb^f to veil 
" '^himy^ ■'•'^'•■" ^•^^*•'■ ^-*'^--' • ' '' ' } 

Thou wouldst relent«-i*rm sure she WonM die 
too, 



-■^•■-i-^.wt8<»&--. ■^-„ ,'.,_'; I 
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Were he not fo re?ttinii?vith 09— ^nd then. 
Father and nlotheir gome — poor, friendless cifit* 

casts, 
Our only resting-place would be the grare. 
Yet, if thou must have blood,^I pray thee, take 
My life*— I sha'n't be mis&M^— but kill iny 

father. 
Thou killest mother^ brothers, all, in him f 

(ProcopivSf deeply ciffected, slowly returtA 
his sword to the sheAth, aud looks rounds Jirst 
at the children^ who have a^ain thrown ihem" 
selves upon their knees about hhn^ and them at 
his soldiers t the ferocity of whose looks gradually 
softens into pity.) 

Peocopius. 
I won^t dissemble, comrades ; suice this' hesat 
First leam'd to throb, it ne'er received a shock 
So fierce as this. If then, your sentiments .' 
Accord with mine — if ye'ite inclined to mercy, \ 
Lower your fifpears. i 

{All the Htissiies lower their spears. ) 
SobeitI :i : ?:» 
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(ffe cries aloud.) 
Mercy ! mercy ! rise, be joyous ! 

(The childrenjogfally repeat the word Mebcy, 
and crowd 1 ound Procopius, kissing his hands 
and embracing his knees. Moved hy their art- 
leas caresses, he lifts up one after another and 
kisses them. Wolf meanwhile kneels in silent 
pi-ayer.) 
Bring bread and wine aod fruit, that our younf 

guests 
Aiter their terrors may regale themselves I 
Send our musicians too and let them play 
A cheerful tune — let the whole camp be merry! 
{Several Hussites hasten to obey his commands ) 
Wolf. 
The anguish'd heart fouud words — in joy 'tig 
dumb. ^ 

PROCOPIVS. 

I feel as I had won a victory. 
And yet stand here subdued by feeble children! 
(Attendants bring htm wine. Be^fiUs a hotel 

and hands it to one o/thegirls.) 
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Here, drink, my pretty maici, drink and be 

cheery 
And let the bowl right merrily go round I 

Wolf, (wiping his eyes.) 
Flow, flow, ye drops of joy f 

{Thebandf behind the scenes, strike up a na^ 
Hanoi air.) 

Procopius. 
Ohi welcome sounds I 

How ye remind me of my much-lov'd home f 
Bring my camp-chair, that 'mid this hapjpgr 

throng 
I may enjoy myself! 

(An iUtendant brings the eamphchair^ i^flait 
which Procopius seats himself. Other at^ 
iendants enter with baskets qfjhiitf which iik^ 
distribute among the children. Meanwhile the 
music is accompanied with the following song z 

Te little stranf^ert fiQeely 

Indulg^e in mjrth and joy i 
hni let not emel memory 

Your happineit ^naqj,! 
The sparkling bowl quafl^ ga^ly» 

And'sbarothetunplf Malv 
Xzalting in your Tictory, 

Ai^eiQour defeats 
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(JDunng the sang, the children encircle Pro* 
eopi^s and begin to sport round him till the mn *. 
sic ceases ) 

PgOCOPIUS* 

Gpo4 ! good 1 ye almost make a child of me. 

Wolf. 
Though VicVry sheds her glories o'er thy host, 
Aud binds herlaurels round thy conqu'ring brow. 
Say, mighty prince, if these can glad thy heart. 
Like one &uch hour a& this. The time will come, 
Wh®n Peace shall lead, thy war-^tir'd legions 

home, 
And your ensanguia'd grwcffd^ have rest. Pier^ 

qhamoe 
Mem'ry may tbon revolve the deeds of bjioiMJt 
Done by thy followers. Busy Fancy too? 
Perchance may picture hideous, threat'niug^ 

ghosts, 
Begash'd with wquiid^— mothers^ with broken^ 

hearts. 
In 4eath'£i convulsive agoiues, beside 
The mangled corses of their murder'd ofispring. 
May then the sweet remembrance of this day. 
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Banish the fearful phantoms ! may the scene 
Thou here beholdest and the joys thou shar^st 
Be feelingly renew'd ! 

A Hussite 
( Entering hastily and addressing theffeneraX.) 

Sir, in the valley. 
An armed force, of strange accoutrement, 
CoTer'd, as it should seem, with large Mrfaite 

shields, 
Is seen t* approach the hills. 

Procopius. '- ■ 

Treachery! treachery ! 

TheHussfte. ' 

Sufficient reinforcements we've dispatched 
To our advanced posts to prevent surprize ; 
In a few moments we shall ascertain 
What unknown foe thus threats us. 

Procopius. , 
Ha! traitor, thought ye by this mummery 
To lull our vigilance, and unawares 
To fall upon us? (drawing his sword) From 

our topmost height 
W,e'll hurl these slaughtered hostages upon you. 



Wolf. 
Hold, prince ! it is not — it cannot be so. 
Inform yourself— there must bs some mistake* 

Hussite. 
A breathless messenger already comes 
With quick pace up the hill. 

Second Hussite (enters?) 
Procopius. {hastily) 
Who is the foe r speaks man ! 

Second HussrrE. 
A false alarm I 

The women from the town in long white scarfs, 
Which at a distance show'd so strangely. 

Wolf. 
The mothers of these children. 

Second Hussite. 
They're within bow-shot of our posts ; so near 
Indeed that we distinctly hear the sounds 
Of sighs and lamentations* ' I have order'd 
Our spearmen to obstruct their farther progress. 

. Wolf. 
Prince ! complete 
The work of grace ! Restore these tender objects 
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To their distracted mothers — peace to Naum- 

Think that each moment of sm^eoseimist ben - 
An age to their impatience^ 

Pbqcopius. 
Go ! go in peace ! Break branches from the trees. 
And, as ye near the city, waw them high — 
High o er your heads Join in one general shout : 
Victoryo'erthe Hi^ssitesl Victofy^J 
Move in procession to your senAiQ-house, 
There say: Procopius, the Bohemian g^Q*tal», 
Seriflft friendly greeting, and he hids laetdl you; 
To-morrow's early stmiaball find no trace 
Of his battalions on yaur. hills — ^for he 
Is vanquish'd by your children f^ .Go in peace I 
{The children ki$$ bis hoinds^ » he gently disenm 

gages Jumseifjrom them.) 
Go! yell unman me quite}— Q my lov^d wjkfe^ 
My darling babes, would I were now wiHi yo» ! 

{He retires slowfy ta bis^temt): 

ft 

Bear with thee in thy bosom tfaaccometiont 
l^jkfAU> the m^tyji . cofiscious of Ms^itDengtli^ 
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The exercise of mercy is more sweet 

Than vengeance wreak'd on a defenceless foe ! 

(Martial ttmsic — The children retire two by two. 

Wolf looks on with evident delight and foU 

lews them.) 

ACT V. 

Scene I. 

(An openplMe btfofe the gates of Nantnhurg^ 
with gentle kifis urn the left. Upon and about 
these hills f the tikmen ctreseen sitting or standing 
in attitudes indicative of grief. On the opposite 
side in thefore-grdund appears Bertha, absorbed 
in silent ireveHe.} 

CHORUS. 
Ah I what anxious hopes and feare 

Itack the fdilcf maternal br^st f 
Better far the tfareat'imif sfeara 

Of our foes had gW*a us rest ! 

While the purple current steals 
through H niMker*i ehroftbing' telttfj 

For her child bar bosonn feelt 
All Affection'vS Jbys and painl. 

None but thflt ceTestial powV^ 

Wha hatb {Attfdf Msb' piflM tt! IIWH 
Cao« in this distreuing hour, 

Iltlitbft i«cK Ad'iitoilien cn«# 
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-^ • Bertha. 

*Tis well for them^ 
Now their despair resolves to gentler sorrow { 
Ere grief can vent itself in tones like these 
The tortur'd bosom must more freely breathe., 
. To me alone hath niggard Fate denied 
Community of solace, not of woe. 
But why to me alone? Oh! why hath horror 
Absorbed my senses, feelings, faculties P 
And why to these the kind relief of tears 
Hath Nature giv'n, but to my strained eyes 

Refus'd that boon ? 

She is no step-dame either: all her children 
Are equal objects of her fost'ring care. 
Ah I she relents — and now the soothing drops 
"Rusk to their wonted channels, and distil, 
LB|p dews refreshing on the parched soiL 

(Weeping.) 
Burgomaster (coming from the gate and ap^ 

proaching Bertha.) 
The sentry stationed in the watch-tow'r tells 
That in the camp extraordinary bustle — 

Bertha, (with horror.) 
So then^ the work of slaughter is begun. 
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The h^rtlo^^ batchers ply their Uaody.tradel 
Kneeliag upoa tjie^f brqthers' carcases, 
The mfants yield their throats to the fell stroke, 
And with a gria of hellish joy the murd'rers 
Brandish their glist*niog swords ! 

BUBG0]V|AST£R. 

Npl nothiqip pfthe kind! Nor sword nor 

IftUfie 
Their dai^^liQg glare in the sun*s beams throw 

Jbaqk 

Upon the watchman's eye : he deem*d it rather 
A scene of merriment. 

Bertha. 
Ah I very true ! what need have they of arms ? 
A knife were quite sufficient to dispatch 
Our whole flock of defenceless lambs— while 



We feel no apprehensions for their fate — 
Oh no ! and when their bleeding bodies, hurl'd 
Adown the steepy crags, roll to our feet, 
Why, then each mother, with a stoic's firnmesSi 
Will calmly a^pp her little one a grave — 
The while some childless man looks kindly oOf 

N 
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Consoles her with a few unmeaning words» 
And tells perhaps a prayer for their souls. 

Burgomaster. 
If it can lighten 

Thy grief-oppressed heart to rail at me, 
Because the greedy grave hath longsince clos'd 
On my last hope — ^rail on ! misfortune's rights 
Still I hold sacred — and ne'er shall reflections. 
However keen, stifle within my bosom 
That sympathy which others' woes demand. 
In vain too would a parent's anxious care 
Blight the young buds of my reviving hope* 
Oft in the course of tins protracted life, 
When the last ray of earthly happiness 
Seem'd in the gloom of black despair extinct, - 
Hath Heaven a beam df consolation sent, 
And tum'd my mo urning into gratitude. 

One of the Women 
{looking stedfastly, like many ofhei' companicms^ 
towards the camp) 

« 

See ! see ! what is it that so suddenly - 
Appears in motion on the topmot hills ! 
Oh, for the eagle's wing to cleave the air ! 



f '^ .tJ -Imbt > ».<> ^ 
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Oh, for the falcon's eye to pierce the distance ! 
Like white lambs skipping down the moun- 
tain's slope 
liOwer and lower still doth it descend I 

Bertha, (^ith alarm) 
What — ^what is it that ye see? 

Burgomaster. 
The ruddy dawn of Hope. 

One of the Women. 
Now— now more plainly may it be perceiv'd I 

Bertha. 
Say what ? 

Woman, 
There ! there, on the declivity ! 
Now they come singly ! yes, yes, it is they V 

Bertha {with extreme anxiety} 
Who? 

Woman. 
'Tis the children ! 

All. 
Our children ! 

(The Burgomaster in a transport of gratitude 
raises his clasped hands towards heaven) 
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Oho! no I no! 

Your anxious love hath but deiieiv'd itself. 
And spread ^ fond inttsidh *fote your ngbC« 
O, contradict mel 

Yes, 'tis they, indeed \ 

The elder briskly run befdrfe : flie younger 

Follow with slower stejp. 

Beetea. 
But are they all there ? 

Woman. 
All. 

BfiRtHA. • ■ * 

Oh tfiart thede1tr6mbiing Kmbs could mdtirit^he 

height, 
I*d count them with a single glance t 

Woman. 
All! all! and see — the foremost ttoW lUi^e 

reached 
The valley. 

Bertha. 
Tell me, do you see my husband ? 
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Woman, 

• ■ 

Bertha. 
C/kSing tm h^r htee^ <md ramng her hands) 
HeavHi be pttiis'^ !-^he ^iws 1 they Ihrc I 

He caities in bid onus ome 'Of >^ thttiireii. 

• BERffiA.^ — (in aiarm) 
Dead— I «tip|K)Se? 

1!)^o;€i^ yotitigefrt. 

Bertha. 
And yet why carry hitti ? he must be sick, 
HJr hnrt pet^haps ? 

'Bi)teMFi^MESit. 
May not so small ^ ChM. 
More likely be ^attigued? 

Woman 
^Theflre 110 Mr lie *tops— 
He beckotts to'the foremost bcrf s, ^nd ttrnfAmHB 
The little froop^aiidtaikiBHfthinisdftbe lead. 
Now — ^now — they wave green boughi al^nie 
their heads, 
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And like a grove the whole move onward now ! 
What can this mean but peace ? yes 1 we're 

delivered ! 
Kll.'^ advancing to the front of the stage.}, * 
Blessed be Providence 1 we are deliver'd ! 

' * • * 

The Children. 
(whose shouts are heard at a distance) 
Victory o'er the Hussites ! Victory ! 
A throng' of joyful citizens come out at the g'ate^ 
mingle among the women^ share their trans^ 
ports f and impatiently await the arrival of the 

children. 

» 

Wolf, 

~v • ■ . . 

(rushing almost breathless upon the stage, '■ €md 
carrying his two youngest children^ JBei tha 
opens her aims to receive him) 
There Bertha, I have brought thenot all safe 

back 
To thy maternal arms, but the two yoiuigeet 
Are weai^, let them rest lipon thy bosom. 
Bertha {clasping them in her arms) 
My darlings! 
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(The other children come up waving thetrhr&nch- 
es with signs of joy and exultation. Their 
fathers and mothers respectively single out 
their own^ and instantly a number of different 
groups f&Te formed) • ^ 
Wolf, (looking at them tvith deep emotion) 
What a delicious scene ! meihiaks from Heav'n 
Well-pleas'd th* Almighty Father doth sur- 
vey it. 
{After a pause, he drie^ his eyes, collects himself 
and respectfully goes up to the JSurgomaster.) 
Wolrshi|)ftA Sii*, Procopius^ the Bohemian, 
In peace sends greeting to you, and assures, [ 
That lere the sun renews his daily course. 
His ( host shall . leave- :0ur « ^Us'-^no ransom 

wrung ;( [, . . 

FromeCmt becessity-— our. fields unravag'd-f— '.' 
Nay, not a hair shall sufier injury.: 
For — so he says,; he's vanquisb'd. by our 
■.■':'";children,r;o;.- . ;r!.;. .-> x' r.-f:-.; 

Come to my heart, thou virtuous bitizen> : ? ; 
And ydUT-ye men of Naunaburg^ ne'er forget . 
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Whirt in tlie hour of deep distresi^y^ 0W*4 

To this your iiuuii^ towusniant Fr<Ha this 

His ehildren.to the gea*ra)* Slate belong; . 
And be an ample recompevice beston^vcl 
Upon hinaaelf for his good servioes. 
Mor shall the public gratitode stop hete> 
But ia the mem'ry of posterity 
His name shall be embalmM. 

Wour.V- . . ' i j.^ 
Oi).*tiB topwucfaf ^ 

For tnil}n the success with which kin A l|eaiv%i- ' 
Hath pleas'd to crown the dee^ isk teeisaapejiiea. 
SufBcient for the risk-: however flattering . ' 
The fayonrs^ youi pn^se^ InaedtiheuDiiolu. 
Contented with the fruits of industry^ 
Ta these my boys rvegbiF'ii a: second life^ \. r^i 
But for my native town I have pecfoflrm^d . . 
A patribt*ip dnitiy! <mly .-^AU the weakh >>-.-...> ^ 
A monarch could bestow^ wouhLmt increase 
My sum of happiness; ifommrs and fortune 
Are precfatw benwe 1' gnaali^ but far igaa itYMMt 1) 
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Who from no sordid motive serves his country. 
No Wreiing I — iior for reward I've acted : 
But if to me ye tbiuk aiio;bt owing by you^ 
Transfer it to my children — for myself 
I ask but love while living and respect 
When Death shall call me hence. 

BUKGDMASTER. 

Mine be the care 

To reconcile tlie feelings of thy heart, 

So delicate and gea'rous, with our duty. 

First Senator — (advancing from the gate) 
New and strange tidings from his lofty station 
Om: watch hath just anuounc'd. In haste the 

foe 
Breaks up his camp — the fires become extinct — ■ 
The tents hare vanish* d, as autumnal leaves, 
Swept from the parent stem by northern blasts. 
The banners float — the troops are marching off. 
Their last battalions only stud the hills. 
Like ling'ring patches of December snows» 
Dissolved by breath of Springs 

WOIF. . 

Then hath he kept his word 
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Burgomaster. 
O memorable day, so gloriously 
Mark'd by Heav'n's bountiful interposition. 
Be thou distinguished in our calendar, 
And kept with solemn rites by future aged ! 
Oft as the sun proclaimeth thy return, 
Onr troop of gladsome children to the hills 
Shall Lie them forth, and round the monument, 
Rais'd where Procopius' colours proudly wa v'd. 
In sportive gambols mingle — wHile this spot, 
Water'd with mothers' tears, no trenchant 

plough 
Shall e'er disturb. Returning home at eve. 
The joyous infant band, with verdant boughs. 
Shall raise th' exulting shout of Victory/ 
Victory o'er the Hussites / Victory ! 
That thus the mem'ry of our stem alarmis 
And great delivVance be transmitted dovvn 
From sire to son till Time's remotest date. 

CHORDS. 

'Gninst a host of fierce inTadert » 

•• • . _ ^ 

We sent forlh our infaat bands. 
Nought but innocence to shield them 
From the savage warriors* bands. 
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Though food mothers, broken-bearUd, 
Each lov'd child as lost deplor'd. 
And as victims the^ deportod. 
Yet as victors thej're restor'd. 

(The music changes to a march, on which the 
people begin to mjove. The childreny waving 
their boughs, open the procession ; the parents 
follow ; and last of all come the Burgomaster 
and Senators. While they are passing through 
the gate into the town, the curtain falls.) 
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